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DormWolf 


Taylor Hurley 


Rylee awoke to no sound at all. Blinking up at the corkboard ceiling tiles, she rolled 
over and glanced at the clock on her bedside table. The glowing 5:36 made her groan 
inwardly; her alarm wasn’t set to go off for another two hours. Whatever, she had to pee 
anyways. 

She climbed quietly out of bed, glancing toward the other side of the room to be sure 
she wasn’t disturbing her roommate, and paused. Cameron wasn’t there. This wasn’t a 
completely abnormal occurrence. Cameron would sometimes come in after Rylee was already 
in bed, usually after writing a paper until her brain was mush. And it was even less abnormal 
for Cameron to get up before Rylee, ditching the room before 7AM in an attempt to get 
ahead in homework, campus duties, whatever. The girl was busy. But never between the 
hours of three and six. Unless it was an all-nighter, Cameron dedicated those hours to sleep, 
and she always warned Rylee about all-nighters so they could prepare for the giggly mess of a 
roommate the following day. 

Rylee pondered all of this to and from the bathroom. When she reentered her room, 
she decided the simplest thing to do was some detective work. 

Cameron’s bed made? Check. Although that was never really a good indicator of 
anything. Cameron made her bed during fire drills. 

Shower caddy? Check. Still in the closet, and Rylee hadn’t heard the shower running 
in the bathroom. 

Book bag? Check. Wait.,. Cameron never went anywhere without her bag. It 
contained, as she said, “her life.” This was getting weird. 

Rylee frowned and stumbled over to her desk, searching for her phone. Finding it 
beneath a stack of papers, she flipped it open and called up an empty text. 

Where are you? It’s 5:30. She texted her roommate. 

A split second later, there was a buzz and a sudden light as Cameron’s phone lit up on 
the other side of the room. Rylee noticed the wallet and keys neatly set out where Cameron 
put them every night just before bed. Seriously weird. Rylee could understand the keys and 
wallet, but not the phone being left behind. 

She went back into the hall and checked the community kitchen. F.mpty. Then she 
made her way to the other end of the hall where they had a social room set up. As she drew 
near the door, she could make out a voice straining to be quiet. 

“Balls!” A whispered shout. 

“Mother of- Son of a-” 

There was a steady stream of cursing, always cutting off just before the explicative. 
Definitely Cameron. Then: 

“Stop bleeding!** 

Rylee grabbed the doorknob and pushed her way into the room. 

The first thing she noticed was how cold it was inside. Second was the startled yelp 
from her roommate. Next, she registered the smell and sight of blood. The area rug was 
rolled aside. There was a change of clothes and a first aid kit in the corner. The source of the 
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blood was an ugly gash on Cameron left leg. And she was wearing... fur. Some sort of skin 
tight layer of fur like a vest and pair of shorts. There was a look of surprised terror on her 
roommate’s face, and the window was open. 

Cameron swallowed, looking as if it were a very difficult task, and tried to reign in 
her wildly open expression. 

“Hi, roommate,” she said, offering up their normal greeting. Then, faltering, “You’re 
up early.” She crossed her arms over her chest and propped up her good leg in an attempt to 
cover herself, as if she felt naked. 

Rylee hesitated a moment longer. Later, she would be proud that her jaw hadn’t ended 
up on the floor. 

“Okay,” she began, her voice coming out more calmly than she could have hoped. 
“First question....” 

She took a step further into the room, turning the heat on full blast with the wall 
monitor. 

“What the hell are you wearing?” 

Cameron blinked. “Uh....” And watched Rylee cross the room. She looked down at 
herself and back up before answering uncertainly. “Fur?” 

Rylee nodded, pulling the window closed. 

“Kay. Second question.” She paused, watching Cameron’s eyes widen in the silence, 
before sitting down cross-legged and pulling the first aid kit into her lap. “Why are you 
bleeding?” 

She opened the kit - an item she’d never seen among her roommate’s possessions - as 
Cameron glanced down at her knees. 

“Got shot...” her roommate mumbled. 

Rylee froze from pilfering through the kit. After a moment, she managed to take a 
deep breath, and continued looking for gauze. 

“By?” she prompted when she found her voice. 

“Hunters...” Cameron answered, still in a mumble. 

“Third question,” Rylee went on, pulling out what she’d been searching for. She set 
the kit aside, ripping open the packaging around the gauze, and crawling toward her 
roommate. She put the porous fabric over the wound, prompting a hiss of pain from 
Cameron, and asked, 

“Werewolf?” 

There was a moment of silence beneath the sound of the radiator. 

“Y-yeah...” Cameron finally answered. 

Rylee took one of her roommate’s hands and held it against the gauze, until Cameron 
took the hint, before moving back to the first aid kit. She grabbed a roll of bandages and her 
roommate's shirt, handing the latter to Cameron and beginning to unroll the former. 

Cameron wordlessly took the shirt as Rylee took up pressing on the wound again, and 
started the slow process of maneuvering into it. 

“How long?” Rylee asked, tapping her roommate's thigh as she started to wrap it. 

“Since I was eight,” came Cameron’s muffled response just before she yanked the 
shirt over her head. 

“No, I mean how long ago were you shot?” Rylee poked her leg until Cameron lifted 
it so she could continue wrapping the bandages. 

“Oh.” Cameron thought. “Not more than ten minutes.” 
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Rylee finished bandaging the injury, probably more thickly than she needed to. 
“Hold this?” she asked, and Cameron obliged by pressing a finger against the tail end 
of the off-white fabric. 

Rylee leaned toward the first aid kit a third time, flicking a few things out of her way 
before finding the medical tape. Cameron drew her hand away as the bandaging was secured 
and Rylee tossed the tape and unused bandages back in the kit before dusting off her hands. 
“So,” she said, leaning back to get more comfortable. 

“So...” Cameron replied, uncomfortable. She looked down, fiddling with the hem of 
her shirt, and Rylee reached over to pluck up the spare pair of pants in the corner, tossing 
them into her roommate’s lap. 

“Thanks,” Cameron murmured, and wiggled awkwardly into them, gritting her teeth 
to keep from swearing. “You’re taking this a lot better than I thought you would,” she 
admitted after pulling the soft fabric over the bulky bandages. 

“How did you think I would take it?” 

Cameron shrugged, settling the hem of the pants onto her hips. “I don t know. She 
met Rylee’s gaze and widened her eyes, opening her mouth to fake a scream and throwing up 
her arms to flail. 

Rylee laughed.“I only flail that much when I’m excited!” she protested. 

“True. True,” Cameron agreed, chuckling softly. She adjusted herself to sit cross 
legged, wincing at the movement before getting comfortable. 

“So, hunters, huh?” Rylee ventured. 

“Yeah,” Cameron answered, muttering beneath her breath: ‘Jerks. 

“Why are there hunters on campus?” . , 

“They only skirt around the edges of the property, and barely trespass. But it s st 
trespassing. I mean, it’s obvious they’re trespassing into my terr- campus property, 
Cameron quickly corrected herself, suddenly looking embarrassed. 

Rylee let it slide. “So why’d they feel the need to shoot you? she aske inste 
Cameron fidgeted while answering. “I may or may not have tried to ite one o 

them....” 

Rylee cocked a disbelieving eyebrow. # . » n t ^ e 

“What? They are smelly, and drunk, and loud , and trespassing into my te 

middle of the night, with guns!” 

Rylee didn’t let it slide this time. “Your territory?” 

Cameron blushed. 

“Does that mean you pee on everything?” Rylee teased. „ 

Blush morphing into a scowl, Cameron bit back, “As a matter of ac b °’^ 

Rylee stared at her glowering roommate a moment before grinning. w.... 

snorted out a laugh. . , 

“Hey, when wolves like it, they don’t just put a ring on it, Cameron continue 

seriously. . t 

Rylee laughed harder. “Oh my Godl You did not just make that re erence in rega 

peeing!” 

“I did. And I will not retract it.” 

“You’re ridiculous!” 

“I’m fabulous and you know it.” 

“Dork.” 
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“Nerd.” 

“Pansy.” 

Rylee smirked. “Mutt face.” 

Cameron looked vaguely caught off guard by the new insult. 

“I will pee on you!” she threatened, baring her teeth. They were a bit sharper than 
normal. 

“Aww, but that means you like me, doesn’t it?” 

Cameron blinked, her lips falling back over her pearly whites. It took a second for the 
smirk to replace the blank stare. 

“Touche.” 

Both of them laughed. 

“Whew,” Rylee breathed out a sigh after catching her breath. “Well, let’s clean up and 
get to bed.” She glanced around. “I’m going to get some paper towels from the bathroom-” 

“There are some in the kit,” Cameron informed her. 

Rylee glanced at the kit and back at her roommate. 

“Muddy paw prints,” Cameron shrugged. “It’s why I roll up the carpet too.” 

“Ah,” Rylee nodded her understanding, finding the paper towels. 

While Rylee began mopping up the drying blood, Cameron slowly eased herself into a 
crouch, wincing. 

“Careful, Fido. I don’t want you bleeding all over everywhere again.” 

Cameron stuck out her tongue. “I’ll be fine,” and began to roll the carpet back into 
place. She pulled a grocery back out of the kit just as Rylee was considering what to do with 
the bloody paper towels. 

“How often do you do this?” Rylee asked, suddenly realizing how prepared her 
roommate seemed to be. 

“Do what? Get shot or go fuzzy?” 

“Both.” 

“Well, this is my first time getting shot....” 

“That’s a relief.” 

“... though not my first time getting shot at.” 

“That... not so much....” 

“As for turning: I try to do it once a week.” 

Cameron packed everything back into the kit and put the carpet just as it was before 
standing slowly, trying hard not to grimace. 

Rylee came to stand beside her, pulling her roommate’s arm around her shoulder. 

“So it's not like a 'once a month, at the whim of the full moon’ kind of thing?” 

Smiling as she leaned into Rylee for support, Cameron replied, “No, nothing like that. 
If I don’t change voluntarily for about thirty days, it happens involuntarily. But I can do it 
anytime I want. Usually, I stick to once a week, less if I have a lot of homework.” 

The duo walked slowly to the door and into the hall, starting toward their room. 

“Recently, because of those idiot hunters, it’s been almost every night. Me trying to 
discourage them.” Cameron almost growled the last part. 

“Maybe we should just call CamPo on them,” Rylee suggested. 

“Maybe... Though I’m not sure what Campus Police could do. The hunters have guns. 
And are usually drunk.” 

“ I hen the county police,” Rylee insisted. “It’s better than you getting shot.” 
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“True enough.” 

They kept their voices lower while in the hall but relaxed into usual levels of speech 
as they reached their room. 

“What are you going to tell people about your obvious limp in the morning?” Rylee 
asked as she walked her roommate to her bed. 

“Nothing. I should be relatively fine by tomorrow. Fine enough not to limp anyway.” 

“Oh,” Rylee was suddenly intrigued, setting her roommate down on the mattress. 

“Do you have supernatural regenerative abilities or something?” 

Cameron snorted. “You read too many fantasy novels,” she said. “But yes. I do heal a 
bit faster than normal people. I also have a rather high tolerance for pain, like most animals.” 

“That’s cool.” 

Rylee watched her roommate maneuver less than gracefully under the covers before 
going back to her own bed. She found her eyes back on the corkboard ceiling tiles. 

“Do your parents know?” 

“My mom’s actually the one who told me it was going to happen. Apparently it’s 
maternal in my family, passed down through females.” 

“So your mom’s a werewolf too?” 

“Yes.” 

“But not your brother?” 

“Correct.” 

“Wicked....” 

There was a pause, and silence filled the room for a brief moment. 

“Hey,” Cameron spoke up. “Thanks, by the way.” 

“For what?” 

Rylee heard Cameron shrug. 

“For not freaking out. And for bandaging my leg. And helping me clean up and get 
back to the room... Mostly for not freaking out....” 

“No problem. Although, I’ll admit to you now, I’m pretty sure I’m still in shock and 
denial. I might freak out when this all sinks in, probably tomorrow.” 

“Fair enough, I guess.” 

Chuckling at the idea, Rylee said, “My roommate’s a college werewolf.” 

“That she is.” 

Rylee could hear the smile in Cameron’s voice, but also the tiredness, so she shut her 
mouth, tucking her hands behind her head and studying the ceiling. 

There was silence, the sound of Cameron shifting into a more comfortable position 
with a sigh, and silence again. Rylee though over her newfound insight into her roommate’s 
life, trying to pick out any hints of this nighttime occupation that Cameron may have 
dropped before. She could think of none. Not a thing came to mind to indicate to her that 
Cameron had a wolfish side, except- 

Rylee sat up in bed. 

“Is this why you always chase after squirrels when you see them around campus?” she 
demanded, staring across the darkened room where she could just make out the lump of her 
roommate on the bed. 

Cameron’s response was a burst of laughter. 
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